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BUSHWHACKER 

A BVCK DESMOND Story 
By Dick Kraus 



SLOWLY, the little creek-side cabin cam^ 
into view. Buck Desmond reined in his 
bay horse and looked it over. Strange . . . there 
was no sign of life around the cabin! Its door 
hung loosely open, and, as Buck watched, a 
pair of red squirrels ran noisily across its 
threshold out into the sunlight. 

''It sure doesn't look as if Dakota Lee's at 
home," the wandering cowboy mused. "And 
yet, when I passed by three weeks ago, he said 
he'd be here for another month." Swinging a 
long leg over the saddle. Buck dismounted. 

He walked up to the cabin and took a look 
inside. 

Everything was in disorder, and covered 
with a layer of dust. Several bales of furs, 
roughly bound together, lay against one wall. 
And, lying by the cabin door were several 
traps, unoiled and rusting. Buck shook his 
head. "Dakota's a mighty methodical old trap- 
per," he said to himself. "Just about as 
persnickety as a housewife. He wouldn't leave 
his cabin like this." 

Wondering, the tall lean cowhand walked 
out into the clearing that fronted on the deep 
pine woods. Just a few yards away, down a 
steep incline, ran a swift-moving creek, its 
waters swelled by the recent rains. Casually, 
Buck Desmond looked down at the water and 
then he saw a blot of red color down by*the 
creek side! It was a man's flannel shirt, half 
hidden by a huge boulder at the water's edge! 

Swiftly, Buck »crambled down the slippery 
clay bank. As he approached the boulder, his 
lips grew tight. For now he could see that it 
was old Dakota Lee lying there, his body 
half-washed by the rushing creek waters. 
"Must have been here for a week." Buck said 
to himself. "Poor old critter." The white- 
haired trapper was holding a metal pail, still 
tightly gripped in his right hand, and on his 
forehead was an ugly bruise. 




Buck squatted beside his old friend. 

"I reckon he must have slipped going down 
the bank," he said. "Hit his head on the 
boulder and never woke up." He shook his 
head slowly. "Mean way to cash in your chips." 

Then, all at once, he saw something strange. 
There was a hole in the metal pail — a clean, 
round little hole — a bullet hole! Buck's jaw 
set. He reached out a sinewy hand and slowly 
lifted the flannel shirt from the old trapper's 
back. He let the shirt fall again, and rose from 
the ground. 

"Four bullet holes! One in the pail and three 
in Dakota Lee's back!" 

4^rwlHAT'S THE STORY, sheriff." Buck 
finished. As soon as he had buried his 
friend) he had ridden into the town of Graybar, 
thirty miles away. 

The sheriff's brow knit. "Buck, how come 
there weren't any bullet holes in the shirt?" 

Buck Desmond leaned forward. "I figured 
that out, Tom. Whoever shot old Dakota was 
a bushwhacker. Lay in wait in the undergrowth 
and shot him from behind. Then the varmint 
put another shirt on him, put the pail in his 
hand, and planted him down hy the creek's 
edge. Reckoned that it would be a while before 
the trapper was discovered . . . and that maybe 
folks'd never know it was anything but an 
accident." 

"Must have been a mean one," Sheriff Tom 
Gregg said. "Why'd he do it. Buck?" 

Buck Desmond slapped a hard hand against 
the oak desk. 

"Furs!" he replied. "When I saw Dakota a 
while before, he told me he'd had a good trap- 
ping season. Plenty of silver foxes and minks — 
a real bonanza. Yet, when I looked the cabin 
over, there were just a few bales of second rate 
furs . . . muskrats, rabbit, and a few poor fox 
•kins. Whoever did the job skimmed off the 
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best of Dakota's catch, figuring it wouldn't 
be known." 

The sheriff nodded. "Sounds likely. But what 
can we do. Buck?" 

"Nothing ... till we find out who did the 
job. Tell me this. Tom. Which trappers came 
in this week with a good haul? Not just an 
average catch — but with a prime lot of pelts?" 

"Three, I reckon. Ray Dawson, from up in 
the White Branch country. Blackfoot Pete, the 
Indian trapper. And Big Dave Meagher. They 
all had fine catches! Surprised us all! They're 
all staying down at the Graybar Hotel!" 

"Good!" Buck said. He drew his chair closer 
to the sheriff's desk. "There's only one way 
to find the guilty hombre, Tom. so let's try it. 
Tonight, I reckon all three will be in the bar 
of the hotel. Suppose you be down there— 
around nine o'clock. I'll come in, and . . ." 

AT NINE O'CLOCK. Sheriff Tom Gregg 
waited in the bar of the Graybar Hotel, 
As he had expected, there was a crowd of 
trappers who had come to town to sell their 
furs — and among them were Ray Dawson, 
Blackfoot Pete and Big Dave Meagher. They 
were sitting at, different tables. 

Suddenly, the front door of the bar slammed 
open. 

There stood Buck Desmond, his face white 
and angry. Quickly, his eyes searched the room, 
till they found Tom Gregg. "Sheriff!" he ex- 
claimed. "They told me you'd be here." 

With long strides he crossed the room. 

"I just rode in from the Rocky Bend coun- 
try," he husked. "I came down fast because I've 
got news about a murder!" 

"What's that?" The sheriff half-rose. 

"That's right." Buck said grimly. "A murder. 
I rode past old Dakota Lee's cabin . . . and 
found him there with three bullet wounds in 
his back. He'd been bushwhacked and robbed, 
and left for dead by the creek edge. But he 
dragged himself up to the cabin somehow and 
lived long enough to tell me the name of the 
man who did it!" 

There was a sudden, dead silence in the 
barroom. 

Chairs scraped harshly on the rough-beamed 
floor and men moved slowly so their backs 
were against the wall. From the corner of his 
eye. Buck watched slowly. Ray Dawson . . . 
Blackfoot Pete . . . B«£ Dave Meagbec. Was it 



his imagination or was Dawson edging toward 
the door? 

The sheriff stood up, his face drawn in harsh 
lines. 

"He told you who did it? Who was.it. Buck?'* 
The rambling cowboy swiftly moved to his 
side and vrhispered in his ear. Then the sheriff 
turned toward the trappers who stood by the 
bar and sat at the tables. 

His voice was steely h£rd, and his gaze was 
piercing as he moved forward, step by step. 

"Gents," he said, "it looks as i£ I've got to 
arrest . . ." 

He never finished the sentence ! With an 
angry bellow. Big Dave Meagher rose from 
his seat, and hurled the table forward, chips 
and all. It rammed into the sheriff's middle, 
knocking him off balance. Fists flailing, the 
huge trapper lunged for the door. He was al- 
most there, bulling his way through the sur- 
prised crowd, when a strong hand reached out 
to pinion his wrist. 

"Come back here." Buck Desmond gritted. 
"We've got a score to settle, Meagher." 

The husky trapper clawed at the pistol at 
his waist. "It'll be a pleasure, Desmond!" But 
before the .45 came clear, Buck Desmond slam- 
med a mighty right to Meagher's jaw. Without 
a moment's respite. Buck followed up with a 
barrage of pile-driving, relentless blows to Big 
Dave's midsection. 

Grunting with pain, the bush\^hacker aimed 
a deadly kick at Buck's face. But the cowhand 
caught the other man's ankle and twisted it 
with all his strength. Flying helplessly through 
the air. Meagher thudded into the barroom 
wall, head first. 

He slid to the floor and lay there, unconsciout. 

BUCK stood over him, rubbing his knucklei 
slowly. "It's not much to pay for shoot- 
ing an old man in the back." he mused. "But 
I reckon the law will take care of the rest." 

"It will. Buck!" said Sheriff Tom Gregg. 
"But if your bluff hadn't fooled Meagher into 
showing his hand, I don't reckon we'd evw 
have caught the killer!" 

THE END 
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